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Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 











Through all the regions of variety. Otway. 
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Then seeing that she was going to open 
LOVE AND NATURE.—A TALE. her mouth, he would not allow her to 
( Concluded.) speak, but continued thus:—‘ Would 
you pretend to add falsehood and:im- 
The pretext Juliet had alledged wasiposture to disobedience? What do I 
of no great weight, especially for sojsay? Were you content with disobey- 
affectionate a lover as Thermond; butiing me? In whose bosom, have I depo- 
Juliet and necessity were all. power-|sited the secret on which my life de- 
ful, and her letter, notwithstanding it}pends! Can she, who has rebelled 
grieved him to peruse, was expressivellagainst her father, and sacrificed nature 
of so much tenderness and affection thatito love—can she ever + Stop, 
hecould not resist yielding to her intrea-/Sir,” cried Juliet, with an accent of 
ties}and the feeling Juliet, in order to|grief and despair, “ spare a child who is 
eward him for his complaisance, pro-|iguilty, no doubt, but still more to be 
mised to see him every: day at hisjpitied. It is but too true, dear father, 
ister’s; and was as good as her word.|that I have seen Thermond, notwith- 
With what strength and courage willstanding your prohibition; but is it, 
ove supply a woman! Juliet, althoughithen, so easy to conquer love? Your 
uot of a strong constitution, and besidesjjown sister had encouraged my hopes of 
weakened by chagrin, divided her atten-||a more happy destiny; it was under her 
in between love and nature, spent herjjauspices that Thermond——”—* My 
lays with her husband and her nights|isister!” interrupted Lord Mirvey; * so, 
mth her father. Her most severe ca-jthen, all that were most dear to me, have 
anities still however, appeared to be far|iconspired against me! Leave me un- 
‘mote, when an unforeseen event oc-|lworthy daughter; open the gates of my 
ed that added to the bitterness of|lprison, and let me carry my head to the 
ose she already had to encounter.|tyrant. Guilt dwells in your bosom, 
Uwing to her continual distress of mind,|land will never, more leave it; can you, 
te had inadvertently left, amongst some}jcan I foresee to what extremity it may 
apers that her father wanted to lookjjcarry you? 
ver,a note from Thermond, the date Whilst he was thus addressing her, 
which was posterior to his prohibi-|the unfortunate Juliet had thrown her- 
of seeing or thinking of him anyjself on the body of her father, whom 
hore. At sight of the note Lord Mir-|/she held clasped in her arms. “ Fath- 
ty flew in a most violent passion.ler,” cried she, bathing him with her 
Perfidious daughter!” exclaimed he,|itears, “ do you wish to see me expire at 
Na tone that made Juliet tremble, “ is}your feet? How do you use me father! 
in this manner that I am obeyed?” betray you! No, you do not believe 
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it. Grief, alas! grief alone renders youlhad not been heard of either at court »fM {ther b 
more unjust than I am guilty. What!|in London, people knew not what «ff with all 
for my sake you have braved death, andijimagine. Cromwell, who had stationed inew 
now you think that it is more easy forjemissaries at every avenue through potwiths 
you to, bear shame and disgrace than|which news from him might be convey. im she wall 
my presence! Nowto me you wouldied to Juliet, was surprized to hayef mighty 
prefer a scaffold!” Atlast, atthe sound}made no discovery, and determined let all 
of that voice that had so often cheered|therefore, to use more direct means off ed feat 
his breast, of those accents which canjwatching her. Giving an appearanceo{fM she stl 
neither be defined nor counterfeited,|\decency and even of protection to his the nol 
Lord Mirvey felt more calm. He castilpolicy, he pretended that the relation M™ she pr 
a look on Juliet, and his heart relented.||whom Juliet had been expecting so long band; b 
Juliet instantly was partly consoled, andinot coming, it was unbecoming for: His dal 
on a sudden a sweet smile mingled with} young person of her age and rank tolive i low het 
the tears that inundated her face. Then,|alone, exposed to slander, and even da. but in | 
with her eyes lifted up to heaven:—lger. He accordingly one evening se him sa 
«¢ Almighty Father,” exclaimed she,|her an invitation, which was tantamout{™ mond, 
with an expression of heart-felt sensi-|to an order, to go and live with a lady for he 
bility, “ I return thee thanks, thou hastlat court, with an intimation that shef— mond 
restored to,my parent. Aye, herel|would be sent for the next day. I shal that J 
he is; his parental looks are turned to-||leave my readers to imagine what Juliet lest he 
wards me: in his eyes I have read my}must have felt upon receiving this dread. of see! 
pardon. Father! let your mouth pro-|ful message. Pale, and bathed in tea, verse 
nounce it. Believe,” added she, pres-|she descended into the gloomy subter (and al 
sing him to her bosom, “ that your|raneous cell, threw herself into the arms as he 
whole secret and the heart of your Julietiof her father, crying out to him, “Myf pose | 
are still your’s. No; crime dwells not|dear father!’”"—she could say no mor He hi 
in her heart, it could not possibly be|/Lord Mirvey helped her- up, brought he de 
animate with the affection she bears|her to her senses, and hearing of the—™ als, 7 
you.” Lord Mirvey, although severe|dreadful invitation, doubted not but his speec 
and aggravated by his misfortunes, loved||death was near at hand. He was goim—m ed w 
his daughter most affectionately; his eyes|to strike the blow himself when Julie, recog 
were swoln with tears, whilst Juliet,|stopping his hand, cried out, “ Fathe,g unkn 
whose joy stifled her voice, said, sob-if you wish to die, take away my lit . notr 
bing, “ Father! you will consent to livellfirst. What crime have I been guilty he d 
for my sake, won’t youf—* Yes, my|lof, that you wish to punish me with whe 
child,” replied he; “ but if a single|ithe sight of your own dissolution?”——% tanc 
word concerning Thermond——”—|Rather than this give up to despa of hi 
This menace was the last flash of his|llet us determine to fly this place—ouf ofor 
anger; Juliet interrupted to sooth him,unhappy country and meet death of time 
and a tender embrace ensued. liberty together. However, dangeroug mos 
We have heard Juliet make an avow-|lit is the only resource we have left, and = and 
al of her disobedience, and it is proba-On€. moment only to put it invexcl eve: 
ble that if her father, in the first trans-||tion.” am 
port of his rage nad not interrupted her, Juliet had pronounced those worts te 
she would have imparted to him all her|| with a tone of such spirit and courag ba 
secrets; but when she found he was ap-|lthat Lord Mirvey, though not convictelf 
peased, she thought that she could not, yielded to her intreaties, and prepare al 
without the greatest danger, conclude to follow her. At the "first step. the) ot 
the fatal recital; she therefore remained] made on opening the street door, Juli 
silent on the subject. experienced an universal tremor, bth U; 
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THE PARLOUR 


fther by the hand, and squeezing i: 
with all her might. Nevertheless, she 
inew how to dissemble her weakness; 
notwithstanding her steps were unsteady 
she walked very fast, conjuring the Al- 
mighty to increase the darkness, and to 
let all eyes be closed; her feet seem. 
ed fearful of touching the pavement; 
she strived even to hold her breath, les: 
the noise should awaken tyranny. Ah! 
she probably had not forgot her hus- 















COMPANION. 195 
who stooped to help his daughter up. 
The distressed husband also‘dffered her 
his assistance. Overwhelmed with re- 
morse, and still more trembling than she 
was herself, he had not strength suffi- 
cient to justify himself; yet the danger 
of both Juliet and of her father was not 
ine only crime he had to reproach him- 
self with. His mistake had been pro- 
ductive of a greater mifortune. Whilst 
Lord Mirvey, who had recognized 


band; but could she forsake her father: him, was opening his mouth to enter in- 


His dangerous situation would not al- 
low her to dispose of one single moment; 
but in case she should succeed in seeing 
him safe, she proposed writing to Ther- 
mond, to quiet him, and to apologize 
for her absence. Meanwhile, Ther- 
mond had been informed of the order 
that Juliet had received: apprehensive 
lest he should be deprived of the liberty 
of seeing her, he wished, at least, to con- 
verse with her prior to her departure, 
and after having adopted such measures 
as he thought most advisable not to ex- 
pose her, he. had set out to meet. her. 
He had not gone above half way, when 
he described in the dark two individu- 
als, who seemed to steal away at fuli 
speed. He drew-nearer, looked, doubt- 
ed what he saw, examined anew, and 
recognized Juliet flying away with an 
unknown man. At this sight he could 
not moderate his transports. Whether 
he dreaded Juliet was offered violence; 
whether seeing her to oppose no resis- 
tance, jealousy took instant possession 
of his mind (for be it said, to the shame 
of our human nature, that injurious sen- 
timent is the frequent.attendant of the 
most tender love,) he drew his sword, 
and addressing the stranger—‘ Who- 
ever you may be,” said he, “ draw in 
your own defence.” Lord Mirvey was 
not yet weakened by age; he shook off 
Juliet’s hand, drew one step backward, 
unsheathed his sword, and rushed on his 
antagonist. Juliet suddenly grasped 
both weapons, and calling out, “ Fath- 
er!” in a most lamentable voice, dropped 
senseless between the two combatants. 


io an explanation, the patrole, who had 


heard a noise, came running, recogni- 


nized Lord Mirvey, whom they seize, 
that they might bring him the next 
morning before the Protector. 

In what a dreadful abyss Thermond, 
Juliet, and her father, were now plun- 
ged! and, most undoubtedly, the most 
wretched was Thermond, who had been 
the original author of the ruin of two 
persons so dear to him. ‘The tortures 
he endured are not to be expressed, but 


lhe would have thought himself’ more 


criminal still, if he had been content 
with only lamenting the misfortunes 
which he had occasioned. Notwith- 
standing his utmost despair he retained 
all his courage, and he preferred expo- 
sing his own life, rather than to forsake 
ihose whose existence he had so endan- 
vered. . 

On the following day he availed 
himself of Cromwell’s partiality, ran 
to the palace, and before Lord Mir- 
vey was introduced, or even his name 
had been mentioned, he began relating 
the history ‘of his meeting with him 
to the Protector, with all the warmth of 
the sentiment that animated him... He 
spoke of the mistake, which had occa- 
sioned the Lord to be recognized and 
apprehended; made a most pathetic de- 
scription of the troubles which that un- 
happy father had encountered; next 
recounted, what he had suffered in the 
subterraneous cell, and the many instan- 
ces of Juliet’s heroic affection; he then, 
in the midst of the courtiers, who were 
all bathed in tears, fell at the feet of 





Upon hearing the word, Thermond 


threw his sword at Lord Mirvey’s feet, 


Cromwell, and loudly, in the name of 
all feeling hearts sued for the Protect- 
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or’s pardon in favour of Lord Mirvey. 
Cromwell had seen all his adherents mo- 
ved with pity, and he imagined he could 
not sR without being accused of 
want of humanity; granted his pardon, 
and every one applauded his clemency. 


Thermond, now overwhelmed with 
joy, solicited a second favour, namely, 
to be permitted to be the bearer of the 
happy tidings. He flew; and the wretch- 
ed father who dreaded less to lose his life 
than the grief which it would occasion 
his daughter, was overpowered by that 
proof of love and courage. He forgave 
both lovers. ‘Lhe Protector, either 
through clemency or policy, did not wish 
to appear generous by halves, spoke in 
behalf of the young couple to Lord Ther- 
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THREE THINGS, 


A good wife should be like,—which three things y, 
should not be like. 


A wife demestic, good and pure, 

Like snail, should keep within her door; 
But not like snail, in silver’d track, 
Place all her wealth upon her back. 


A wife should be like echo true, 
And speak but when she’s spoken to? 
But not like echo, still be heard 





Contending for the final word. 


Like a town clock a wife should be, 
Keep time with regularity; 

But not like clocks, harangue so clear, 
That all the town her voice might hear. 


Young man! if these allusions strike, 
She whom as bride you'd hail, 

Must just be like, and just unlike 
The echo, clock and snail. 





mond, who confirmed the marriage of 
his son with Juliet. 


ED Ree 


STANZAS. 


The night was calm as the brow of death, 
Not a cloud was in the sky, 

And the winds blew soft as the timid breath 
That whispers a lover’s sigh; 

The fields all glistened with frozen dew 
That flash’d from a thousand stems, 

And Heaven, that look’d like an ocean of blue, 
Was cluster’d with starry gems. 


I gaz’d on the moon, for her pensive beam 
In loveliest glory shone, 

I gaz’d till my bosom feit a gleam 
As placid and pure as her own; 

And I though in my soul there was one, perchance, 
That gaz’d on the moon with me, 
And then in a wild but Heavenly trance 

My spirit remember’d thee. 


The fitful breeze, as it trembled by, 
Just pluy’d upon my cheek, 

And a voice, like pitying angels sigh, 
For a moment seem’d to speak— 

I turn’d me round—perhaps ’twas nought 
Bat the coldly —passing air; 

Yet oh! how sweet was the soothing thought 
Of thy spirit hovering there! 


Sa ORR 


BEAUTY. 


How sweet the rose bud’s op’ning flower 
All glittering with the morning dew; 
And yet how soon a transient hour 
Shall blight that blossom’s fairest hue! 
So beauty blooms its little day, 
Carress’d, admir’d by every eye; 

So soon its lovliest charms decay, 

And like the fading rose must die. 


+ ae 


The Editor embraces the earliest opportunity 
of apprising his patrons, that reasons, which he 
will hereafter have oecasion to explain, have indu- 
ced a determination, contrary to his former inten- 
tion, to continue this work through one other vol- 
ume.—He, therefore, solicits a continuation of 
their subscriptions until its expiration, and assures 
them that the attachment of one of those, by whose 
aid, he has been enabled to navigate his “ frail bark” 
thus far on the stormy ocean of popular opinion 

nd prejudice, will prove more grateful to his feel- 
ings and more flattering to the pride he nourishes, 
which but few will think otherwise than laudable, 
than the accession of numbers, to whom his literary 
knowledge has never extended.— 


——. + a 





Quench’d is the beam that at midnight hoar 
Silver’d the Euxine wave, 
And the maid that watch’d trom her lonely tow’r, 
Is gone to the quiet grave; 
But the pale moon yet, and the twinkling star 
Have a mystic light above, 
And the rays are hallowed that shine from far, 
A beacon to thoughts we love. 


0. 
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